18            NADIR, THE PERSIAN
Heaped high with bales and lumbering slow, The oxen shrinking beneath the goad; And at their side a horseman rode, A slender youth with beardless face, Who sat his steed with an easy grace.
The Chief drew rein as the wagon passed,
And I felt my heart was beating fast.
My lips were white and dry my tongue,
As he questioned, " Who is that trooper young ?
His face methinks I've not seen before."
A dread struck chill to my bosom's core.
I stammered and strove to make reply
To the question stern with a plausible lie;
"When, in sudden revolt at the prick of the goad,
An ox gave a vicious lunge. The sharp horn struck the trooper's steed,
And the beast with a furious plunge Like a wounded buck leapt high in the air. The youthful rider was ta'en unaware. He lost his grip at the sudden spring, And fell in a heap at the feet of the King. Away the heavy turban rolled, And abroad was flung a glory of gold,
The King's eyes oped in mute amaze,
But the figure lay still on its side. The eyes were closed and the lips gave a groan,
And, careless of what might betide, I sprang to earth and ran to the aid Of the girl I loved, my beautiful maid.